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it seemed, had encountered faith—a new and ' intriguingJ
experience. She mentioned the fact to Michael.
u It's all very well," he answered, " but our Indian
friends didn't live four years in the trenches, or the fear
thereof, for the sake of their faith. If they had, they
couldn't possibly have the feeling that it matters as much
as they think it does. They might want to, but their
feelers would be blunted. That's what the war really did
to all of us in Europe who were in the war."
" That doesn't make ' faith' any less interesting," said
Flcur, drily.
" Well, my dear, the prophets abuse us for being at loose
ends, but can you have faith in a life force so darned
extravagant that it makes mincemeat of you by the
million ? Take it from me, Victorian times fostered a lot
of very cheap and easy faith, and our Indian friends arc
in the same case—their India has lain doggo since the
Mutiny, and that was only a surface upheaval. So you
needn't take 'em too seriously."
" I don't; but I like the way they believe they're serving
India."
And at his smile she frowned, seeing that he thought she
was only increasing her collection,
Her father-in-law, who had really made some study of
orientalism, lifted his eyebrow over these new acquaintances.
" My oldest friend," he said, on the first of May, " is a
judge in India. He's been there forty years. When he'd
been there two, he wrote to me that he was beginning to
know something about the Indians. When he'd been there
ten, he wrote that he knew all about them. I had a letter
from him yesterday, and he says that after forty years
he knows nothing about them. And they know as little
about us. East and West—the circulation of the blood is
different."

